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coupling 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this back in 2010, an early-days story, trying to find my way into that thorny thicket of the Wilshers.. 


„a pretty man came fo me, 
never seen eyes so blue 
you know | could not run away, it seemed 


we'd seen each other in a dream. 

Ann knew her sister would show some reluctance. Rog wasn't her type, he was cute and he played really well, 
but Nance liked dark-haired brooding guys. In that way their tastes were mostly similar..Nance would have 
preferred someone like Mike. But Ann saw him first, although she had begged him to be rice to Nance, not to 
treat her like a kid. 


"C'mon, he really likes you." 


Nancy narrowed her glittering blue eyes at her sister as she took a drag on the joint. 


"Like that's news." 


A billow of smoke obscured the space between them on the bed. A typical scene, which hadn't been reprised in 


months: sharing a bed, singing, scheming..secrets. 

"But this way we can be -" 

"Is it always supposed to be that way?" 

Ann took the cigarette and sat with her back to her sister, handing her a hairbrush. Nancy leaned in and 
dutifully brushed her sister's sable mane, long strokes from top to bottom. Ann closed her eyes as she took a 
hit. 

"Nance why would you even think it wouldn't be?" 

| -" Nancy paused. She was eternally sensitive to everyone's feelings, but especially those of her sister. Ann 
had claimed her from the beginning, every memory she held dear contained her moon girl. Ann was the moon, 
Nancy the sun 

" — | felt like | needed to be on my own, that's all" 

Ann snorted and Nancy giggled. Ann could make her laugh easier than anyone. 

"Without a boy, okay. But me?" 

Ann turned around and her eyes were so warm and deep, Nancy felt herself melting yet again. When Ann 
realized what kind of power she could wield not only with an audience, but people in general, Nancy was the 
first casualty. Ann always knew what she wanted. Nancy waited for the tide to carry her along. 

"No, never -" 

She nearly cried to remember it..it was painful to be in a place where none of her family had gone. Even as 
Nancy had come into her own in terms of her creativity and her personality, the anchor of her family was 


one she clung to with fierce love and need. 


Ann took the brush to Nancy's hair, delicately, as she always had. She spoke softly, with sweetness, in a tone 


Nancy knew she used with everyone she meant to seduce. 
"He won't hurt you. Would | let anyone hurt you?" 


"No. 


She closed her eyes as their foreheads touched, trying to save something of herself even as she gave all of it 
to the only one she truly loved. They were back together, and it was going to be grand. 


The woods went on for miles, Nancy mused. Ann's letters had been full of rapture to describe the wilderness 


and the man to whom she had given her heart. 
But not her soul. 


Over time her letters, although still full of enthusiastic underlinings and exclamation, seemed to turn a bit 


desperate around the edges. 
I need you, Nance, 


And Nancy would smile to herself to think that despite being in love and making music - the two things Ann 


always believed she needed to survive - there was another, equally important ingredient. 


They were soulmates, there was no other real way to describe it. They were different aspects of the same 
person and they were each made for the other. Their mother liked to say she gave birth to Nancy so that 
Ann would never have to be alone. And as they aged, matured, Ann had developed into a creature given to 
voluptuous debauch, but her talents excused any hints of impropriety. She had quite the reputation as the wild 
child, and Nancy could only follow her so far. When she moved out - first to live with Howard, their mother 
horrified that Ann would do such a thing right out of high school - and then onto Vancouver after joining 
White Heart and meeting Michael, Nancy felt less pressure to go off in search of the good times. As military 
brats they might have been ridden a bit harder than most, but Ann had tried, at first, to shield her sister 


from certain experiences. 


‘But you always take me!" Nancy insisted as she watched Amn hide her provocative mini skirt and tight turtleneck 
sweater beneath a peacoat and scarf 

‘Not this time, Nance," Ann retorted, giving her shining straight hair one last brush and applying one more coat of 
Ip gloss. "This is too heavy. Mom would seriously freak if she found out." 

‘But she won't!" 

‘Look, | need you fo cover for me. | might be out all night." 

Nancy's eyes grew wide. "Why?" 

Amn smiled in the mirror, an incredibly self-assured smile. "He's the one." 

Nothing was a forbidden subject..nothing was unallowed. And yet, Ann led the way, felling Nancy to wait until she 
had decided it was sate. 

They had met Howard at the Zeppelin concert. He was three seats down from where they sat, eyeing the both of 
them with obvious appreciation As they waited for the show to begin he came over and showed them a few card 
tricks. Nancy thought magic was kind of hokey, but he was very cute. Ann quickly placed him in her thrall, by the 
end of the show (which had given Nancy the chills fo see such obvious sexuality and masculinity on display) they 
had arranged for a date. 


"Youre really gonna -" Nancy whispered 


"He makes me wild," Ann breathed in turn. 'I just want him to do everything i 


Nancy was in the car with Roger, he was driving his brother's Jaguar, and she was suitably impressed. Roger 
was driving fast enough to give her a bit of a thrill. 


"Nothing but trees," she said softly. 

"Mountains too," he observed, and when she looked at him he smiled. Her smile in response was somewhat 
chilly, having the upper hand in exchange she wasn't sure how much to encourage him. Not that it would take 
much, but this was the actual middle of nowhere. 

Mike had built a house, of sorts. He and Roger were competent carpenters in addition to their musical 
inclinations. Upon seeing it Nancy wondered if it contained a bathroom. They went inside and there she wos, 
hugging her sister so hard Nancy saw stars and cried. 

"You're here you're here you're here," Ann sang softly in her ear. 

Brothers and sisters regarded one another, and then separated for their respective reunions. 

"IFs cold," Nancy said, looking around. "Drafty. That's not good for your voice." 

"He's fixing it" Ann poured them each a cup of tea, added some brandy. "This helps." 

"Long way to drive." 

"He doesn't like to be in the city." 

"Its a 


= lonely. But not now." 


She was always so crazy, Nancy thought in that instant. So passionate. 


During the day they took long walks down the road..there was a meadow about a mile from the house where 
the dogs could run and they lay upon a blanket, staring up at the sky, singing. Ann showed Nancy her latest 
notebook full of lyrics. 


Where the fog lies kissing the mountainside 
you wanna le sleeping, deep inside 


believing that the hungry world won't find you. 


But when she saw that song which would soon come to define them..she knew it wasn't entirely about the one 


who Ann had given herself to, just to know what it was like. Howard didn't have blue eyes. Neither did Michael 
Never think of never, let this spell last forever 

"It rhymes," Ann had said. Full of insistence that Mike had to believe it was about him. 

"Yeah," Nancy replied, but her expression said / know: 


She wanted to know, needed to know, that they were okay. 


They sat on the porch and played guitar, singing The Beatles, Everly Brothers, Joni..whatever came to mind, 
and their voices made love. The brothers were enthralled, never having experienced their harmonies. They 


reveled in their power to cast the net, silver and gold, to catch the slippery shining-scaled mermen. 


They were the sirens..all the more powerful for delivering on the promise of their allure. 


The nights were given to home cooking, weed and wine, more singing..Roger and Nancy jamming on ideas, trading 
licks, and he radiated absolute desire, as if he were literally melting in proximity to her demure heat. But it 


continued to strike her as a strange idea..then again, Ann was generally in favor of such things. 


"Kiss her." 

"Huh?" Howard's eyes darted between the two of them, confused 

‘Nance has never kissed a boy. Show her what its ike." 

She wanted to say, | already know what its lke fo kiss someone I love. But she knew the conversation wasn’t really 
about her, it was about Ann getting her way yet again 

"But =" 

"Cmon.| don't want her to kiss a stranger!" 

Hs kiss was a counterfeit, but he passed the fest. Sometime in the middle of the night, home to their separate 
rooms although they slept in Anns room most of the time, they giggled over his confusion 

"He's a good kisser, huh?" 

"He didnt kiss me like he kisses you" 


"Someone will" 


And in all the time they had been apart, Nancy couldn't think of other guys. They were either enticed or 


intimidated by her folksinger persona, and she too shy to encourage their interest. 


But now, it was a foregone conclusion She walked Roger to the car and underneath the glittering sky, in the 


pure cold air, the orchestra of nature serenading them as they stood there staring at one another, she gave 


into Ann's demands once more and kissed him. 


Roger kissed her in return..like a lover, as if he'd been waiting all his life just to find her. She felt valued, that 


emotion she had been missing and now here it was in two people. 


You belong here. her soulmate told her, and then he said it too and the worlds meshed and merged and turned 


into one unbroken history. 
"We belong together, Nancy. | love you, I've loved you from the moment | saw you." 
"| know." 


It was like a dream, it was a dream..and dreams were fragile. 


